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ALEXANDER. 


An r R A, as 4 
In TWO ACTS. = 


As it is performed at the 


THEATRE ROYAL _ 


I N 
COVENT- GARDEN. 


| roo anette. o bb. kee kb er 


0 In Times of Old indted, auben inn cba young, 

Hou, the firſt of Bardi, his Hiftory ſung; "0p 
And every Poet, fince the Thad, chuſes, 4 \ 
For "Want of Voice, tinvoke the Singing Muſes; | 
From whence (with Leave) this Inference we draw, Fs 


In ARISTOTLE s Inſtitutes, *7is Law. | —_— 


„% Blank V. eſe, or Rhyme, to Inftruments/avell ftrung, 
2 © Shou'd be Recitativ'd, or elſe in Ballad ſung.” _ 
. AxIsTor. Fol. 497. 
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ARGUMENT 


98 n 


O P BE R A. 


j 
= = = 
897 r 65 L 


by the Accounts which ſeveral Pri- 
WY ſoners had related of the immenſe 

Wealth in India, determined upon in- 
vading the Dominions of Pokus, who 
Was then its Sovereign. 


vpe ALESANDER's croſſt ing the River H. 
daſpes, Pokus was made Captive, and enter- 


pitality ; where the Indian Monarch fell in Lo vers 
with PARISATIS, who was betrothed to L rs 
MaAchus. 


. 
7 


The Son of PaiL1P was ambitious of being 
thought the beſt Drinker, as well as the greateſt 
Fighter of his Time. Both Accompliſhments 
then (as now) were look'd upon "to be Acts 
which cqually conſtituted the 117 


2 1 DER the Great, tempted. £1 


tain'd in the Macedonian Camp with great Hoſ- 3 


* he Argument fs this 0 PE R A. 


; 3 


No Wonder therefore, if after the Defeat of 
the Indian King, his Conqueror, in Honour of 
the Victory, ſhould order a Drinking- Match: 
And immediately after the Exerciſe of that En- 
gagement, or Carouſal, 


The OPERA is 0 to begin. 5 


As to the Complexion of Pokus, Hiftorians 
are divided: Some ſuppoſing him White, like. 
the Chine/e; others Copper-colour'd, like Man- 
= go/ans : Some declare him to have been only 
Tawny, like the Malays. But we have fol- 
| lowed the authenticated Commentaries of Mx- 
LEAGER and GokG1as, two Generals, who 
were belonging to ALEXANDER: One com- 
manded the Light-Horſe, the other the Left- 
Wing of the Mirmydonian Infantry at the Time, 
and they declare FOR RUS to have been a Black.. 


The Editor is aware that ſome anachroniſmi- 
cal Objections, relative to Chronology, may be 
raiſed againſt his keeping CLYTUS aliye until the 
| Year of the World 2096, when the battle with 
7 Pokus was fought: But it is according to the | 
Account of Bacoas, who is ſuppoſed to be the 
moſt impartial Writer i in thoſe Times; and upon 

0 ; : the 

* 8 | 


The Argument of this OPERA. vis 
the Credit of PLUTARCH, JUSTINIANUS, AR=. 
RIAN and Dionokus. BaGoas was Preceptor 
to Rox ANA; and it was from him we are told, 
that both the Zqgd;an Princeſs and Tals at- 
tended ALEXANDER in all his Expeditions. | 


As to the Deſcent of Jup ITER, we have not 
only Pantomimical, but alſo Claſſical Authority, 
to vindicate ſuch a Meaſure It being com- ws 
mon in Oli Rome, even to a Proverb, Nunc pro 
Machina : And Horace allows it, in his Nes 
Deus intent, &c. 20 


The Scene is laid in Bucogbilin, a City Aries 
ANDER built in Honour to his . TY 7 


be Tihes mart 1 thus are omitted in 
Phe Repreſentation: | 


DRAMATIS PERSONA 


ALEXANDER the Gazar, Mr. Suu vn, 
LTI U EE IPL FS. Mr. REI NHOLD, 
PORUS, 5 Mr. BARNSRAw, 
LXYSIMAcHus, Mr. BAxRx, 
Jose, Mr. Fox, 
| MERCURY, | - Mr. Wosz. 


err 


ROXANA, Mrs, Tour sox, 
PARISATIS, Mrs. MaTTocxs, 
BETTY, 7 * Miſs VaLons, 


ALEXANDER. 


ACT IL SCENE I. 

The Curtain drawn up: The Court of ALEXA N= 
DER aiſcover d aſleep. Bottles, Glaſſes, Punch 
Bowls, &c. empty d upon the Tables. The 
Guards aſleep upon the Floor. The Court 


waking by Degrees. A ariſe, except 
ALEXANDER. 


SEMI CHORUS. 


| cirrus. 
5 G * LEXANDER! | our Commander! 
Ge Pray now riſe, Sir; 


Ope your Eyes, Str. | 
B GRAND 


10 The CouxT of ALEXANDER. 


GRAND CHORUS. 
ALEXANDER! 
Oar Commander ! 


Our Commander ! 
ALEXANDER! ALEXANDER! 


ALEXANDER: 

Who calls on ALEXANDER? Honeſt CLyTvs ! 

What is the Foe march'd forth, and means to 
fight us? ; 


CLYTUS, 


Dread Sir, you have no Foes: You! re o magna- 


nimous; 
Your Mightineſs has made the World! unanimous. 


ALEXANDER. 


That's true: I dream'd indeed of Chariots 3 
Of Horſes, and of high-bred Heroes battling ; 
Of claſhing Weapons, and of Armour clinking ; 
But my Head's all abroad, with as dt 
* 


* 
4 
A 
1 
k 


N — ww. 2 
x 


My | 


— SIE 


The CouRT » of ALEXANDER. 11 


My Lips are crack d, my Palate rough and | 


ruſty; b 
As Tm an Emp'ror, I am mighty thirſty. 
Before me dance, 122 ks, each warlike Tro- 
phy: 3 
HEPHES" TION, Order us a Pot of Coffee. 
[Exit HES TION. 


But where is Thais? I am not me zþ/e 
Till Tve a Softg from that Sol-fa-ing Gipſey. 


"2 3 0 


Should Scandal dare to pelt her, 

Oh ! how wou'd I helter Stelter; 

Ding dong, 
. Right or Wrong, 

Hor a Lover his Fury ne er frifies : 
Pray what's Wrong or what's Right? 

When a Man is to fight, 
He won't trouble bis A with ſuch 

rifles. 


Give me a Bumper. 


8. Cerrrus. 


12. The Couxr of ALEXANDER. 


CLryTvus. : 
Now, my King, you ſay right; 
HobNob, your Honour: Fuller! I ſee Day-light. 


11 


J. 
In ſpite of the Maxims of Soul Men, 
I hoje cynical Sentences Fool Men; 
Sall Pedants pretend, pray, to Rule Men? 
Or tell us what we [hou'd be at ? 
"Twas as well if the World had ne er known em; 
But a Bottle has always verthrown em, 
tor a Bottle is Life's Summum Bonum; 
Ne all can be Scholars at that. 


1 

Over Books wvho all Night wou'd be Blinking, 
T hat all Night cou'd Bumpers be drinking ? 
That Study well ſuits with my Thinking : 

No Claſſic, but Bacchus, for me. 
The Heart and the Head's beſt Aſſiſtance, 
The Power which conquers Reſiſtance, 
Makes Pain, Care and Fear, keep their Diftance ; 


[ 1 85 Ecce Signum, tis He. 
[Shows a Bottle. 


III. Phi- 


The CourT of ALEXANDER. ig 
— 
Philoſophers Prate melancholly, 
Pretending that Life is but Folly; 
Becauſe they can't keep it up, jolly, 

But, over poor Pump-Water, pine. 

Tlaugh at their Moods and their Tenſes, 
Their Major, and Minor Defences; 


They ſban't talk me out of my Senſes, 
Nor make me for Logic leave Wine. 


Enter THais. 


ALEXANDER. 
Come, THais, ſing. 


CLYTUs. 

= So now we ſhall be bother'd, 
And Common Senſe in Symphonini's ſmother'd. 
Imperial Emperor, whoſe Sword and Dagger 
Made, like a drunken Man, Da Rlus ftagger; 
To whom ev'n India's ſun-burn'd Sultan truckles, 
Thy Magnanimity raps Nabobs Knuckles: 
Oer 7erra Cognita you rule the Roaſt. 


Vet, ah! 
Before Miſs Thais ſings, your Ci LYTUS begs 


a Toaſt. 
ALEXANDER. 


14 The CovxT F ALEXANDER. 


ALEXANDER. 


Cirrus, well ſaid ; and thus fays ARISTOTLE, 

Wine without Toafting s bad; Life bad with» 
out a Bottle.” _ 

Where ftands the Glaſs ? 


THAIS. ä 
Thou Monarch of my Soul, 
Quit, for my ſake, the Brain- beguiling Bowl : 
Leave the Gout-giving Juice; retire with me, 
In my Chineſe Pavilion drink ſome Tea. 


Cirrus. 
BACC HUS forbid ! Shall he, Who conquers Na- 
tions, 
Fribbliſn ſubmit to ſuch flip-ſlop Potations? 
In ſpite of Water-hibbers, you and I know, 
We muſt be true to Miez El Veritas in Vino. 


„ Y 


Sing, ang, my Tuais; Echo waits thy Words 
To ſymphonize, encore Pifths, Ys and 
n | | 

| With 


The CourT of ALEXANDER, 15 
| With that ſame ſhapelcſs Mimic of each Tongue, 
Attention tip toe ſtands to hear thy Song. | 
So ſing, dear THAIS. 


Tuais. 


What, Sir, mal 1 og! ? 


ALEXANDER. 


Juſt what you pleaſe ; but let it be the Thing, 
OrPHEUS was Muſick-Maſter to the Woods, 
Gaye Groves a Gamut, put in Tune the Floods; 
He made tall Trees a Minuet-Step adyance in, 
Tau ht Hedges Horapipes, Shrubberies an. 
3 Dancingn; 

For every Reptile he had WR n 
And Symphonies com pos d for Guinea Pigs. 


4-4 R. 
Dr Wiazels and Rats, 3 
. had both Sharps and Flats, 
Fr Degs barking Largo. and Aﬀetto ö 
"How the grinding of. Knives, 
Le the Scolding of Wi TVS," + 
Me compos'd a Diſmallo Duetto. | 
He” 


16 The CourT of ALEXANDER. 


He made of Frogs Croaks, 
And the kaxwing of Rooks, 
And Cats caterwatwling Arpegios : 
Found in D, that Cocks crow, 
Bulls ſound G, bel, 
And fucking Pigs /queak out Adagios. 


Now, Tnals, fing ; and Silence, my Compeers; 
Your Lips take Priſoners, and let looſe your Ears; 
Mute waits each Muſe, in her celeſtial Arbour, 

Till ſhe has ſung to Chorus; that's the Barber. 


| Thais. 5 

| — Tve ſo immenſe a Cold, Sir, without joaking; : 
| So monſt r rous boarſe, my wein will be ſhock- 
| £5: | zmye LE 


AIR. 
Poets, in pretty fing-ſong Strains, 
With Fancy's Pinions fledge their Brains; 
From Height to Height romantic riſe, 
O'er-top the Clouds, and tread on Skies : 
Could I but mount the Muſes Wit ing, 
Ob! how Id ſoar! Oh: ! how Id. 
LYSIMACHUS, 


The Cour of ALEXANDER. ap 


« LYSIMACHUS. 


« Sire, CLYTUS is aſleep. 


OO = SC ALEXANDER« 


* 14 > 
&: \ K 


« So, ho! Squire DRowsv 1 
2 Take that, Sir SOMNUS ; that, 1 think, will 


© rouſe ye. 50 
[Throws a Glaſs of Wine at bim. 


ee tee le LITSsIMAcHus. 


a” 


* F. all in his s Face, great King, the Bumper 


' Yr. 


* 
„ » 


©« CLYTUS, 


« How "I you ſce, a modeſt Man is daſh'd : 
ee T\'cou'd have awake, N all N ight 
5 * long, 


" „Had bre A Bottle order'd with the Song. 


ins 1 


18 The Court of ALEXANDER. 
<8 ON G. 
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* Commander, you know In no ſol-fa-ing Fellow, 
Nr care Ia Crofchet for, Coxcomb APOLLO; 
7 4 Ali Poets, þ poor Devils! are /o oup-maigre Pages, 

8 *Who feed on bis Phyſo 1 , e of Board-Wages. 
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NY Grapes on the Mount of Parnaſſus can grow, 
oy Nor Caſtaly's Caſcade with Burgundy flow : 
« JF hat's Pegaſus good for ? Ts, he ſhall be mine, 


| « II make him my Hackney, to fly for myWine. 


Fur DAPHNE June PHOEBUS firuck up, t6 
* bring ber; 
« But ſbe'd not ſubmit to an | Opare-Siager 5 . 
« Draw, draw your Bows up and down, wee 
« ale and Teveedling ; 
« JI draw a Jong Cork, and a Hg for your 
a En 


11 


The Court * ALEXANDER. 23 


ALEXANDER 


March all : Our Royal Word i is Promenade, 
And we will wend our Way in Grand Parade : : 
Soon as I make the Signal for Egreſſion, 
Trumpet us off aloud in full Proceſſion ; 
Make the Air ſhake, the rafter'd Roof rebellow : 


So wheel off, two by two; and then we two 


will follow. 


, A. p RO CES SION here. 


Inſtead of War Trophies, Drinking Trophies. 
After all are gone except ALEXANDER, who 

has led Taars. to the Side-Wing : Enter 

Rox ANA, and ſeizes ALEXANDER'sS Robe, 
Juſt as he has quitted the Stage. She pulls 

him back by * and dozon he rambles 


Aist. los u, Ground. 


SWA 


Now, by our Royal Self, why all this Fury! ? 


UW NA no) Win of 
po eren | 
| 0 L's NA = I 


Becauſe your Koyal Self ſcems i in a » 
C2 THairs, 


20 The CoA of ALEXANDER. 


Taars, 


Do not, my Hero, ging! yourſelf Uneaſineſs ; Js 
Mind not that Creature, let us mind our Bu- 


| 
RoxANa. 
The Creature? But Im calm. Your Buſineſs, 
Boldface ! 


A. Man of Taſte indeed! to admire an = 
Face. 


41 X. 


Tou Harlot 
Tos Varkt ! 
Tour Sex, as I know ye, 
In fœu Words, I'll ſbow ye : 
SIf-Conſequence fools ye, 
And Prejudice rules he: 
To your own Follies Slaves, 
While to us you are Knaves, 


The CounT of ALEXAN DER. 21. 


Nor know ye the Value of what you betray, 
But rob us, and then throw thoſe Riches away. 


For Man is no more than an over-grownBaby, 


A Rattle can pleaſe him, or put him in 


Rage ; 
An Ape or an Aſs, juſt as Accidents may be: 
A ſenſible Man is a Show of an Age. 


ALEXANDER, 


Piano, Child, I beg. 


ROXANA, 


No, Pl be louder ; 
Give me, ye Gods and Goddeſſes, PFs 
Great Ammon's Son himſelf ſhan't keep me 
under; 
Il look in Lightning, and oy ſpeak in Thun- 


der. 


The 


22 The Co of ALEXANDER. 


The two Ladies ſeigs ALEXANDER 
' Hands, and pull him „ one Way then the 
"other. 


ALEXANDER. 


RECITATIVE Arcampany. 


So have I ſeen a Deal at Whift oft play d, | 
One Partner trumps a Club, and one a Spade; 
Thus fix a See-ſaw, as theſe Ladies claw-) 


ing, 8 
Rox ANA this, and that Way Trars 
drawing, ] 
The mighty ALEX ANA are Sees: 
ſa wing mi 0% 2 A 2915 


* 9 . . * 
* 


Is 


ALEX. ROXANA, I tell you, you bad better be 


hy | quiet: 
Rox. That for you, that for you, [Snaps her 
PFll kick up a Riot. Fingers. 


Tra. 


The Count of ALEXANDER 23 


Tha. Turn to me, My Dear ; 


Turn from her your Ear. 


Rox, Muſt I this Gipſey bear, 
Net tame ſtand by ? 
Tha, The Lady is in Drink; 
ALEX. S, indeed, I think: 
Rox. Indeed you the. © 
W here's your Conſcience f 
Arx. Curſe your Nonſenſe. 
4p {Excunt. 
End of the FIRST ACT. 
5 


a The Con of ALEXANDER. 
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Pa RISA'TIS 5 the Tea-Table. ; The Mai Wait- 
a 71g. 
{ PARISATIS. 
TAI bo bi. 
81 TH a Love-laden Laſs, dear Venus, 
WC fate Part, 
Nor longer let ne in Suſpence-lye ! 
That Creature, King Pokus, I hate 
From my Heart, 
But Less 1 love moſt immenſe oo 
Alas-a- day was eyer Laſs like me? 
| Map. 
| Tiluftrious Princeſs, pleaſe to drink your Tea. 
j Et PARIs ATIs. 


Tb CouRT of ALE XANDER. 25 


/ 


| PaRI8ATIS, 


* #1 T 
1 . | Ys 4 
1 FR t ata Tea; nay really. 3 nous, 


I don't know what I mind, or what I do: 5 
My Reaſon, like a ragged Ruffle rent-is, 
And all my Senſes are Non Compos Mentis. 


Mary. : 
Yes, you're fruſtration d; ſo "twas with me, 
. Madam, 
Sick for my Sweethearts, always, till I had em: 
For Love, like Drink, brings our weak Brain to 
Trouble, 
And either blinds us, or elſe we fre s 


2 


a 1 1 R. 1 
Ah me! Young Women * ear nuch Wie RO 
Mack! ab, wela-day! a 
| _ "Becauſe as why; we don't know how, 
Nor when, to anſwer, Nay. © | 
Ay Wine bewitch'd; the next Day, Mew 
Refoloe to drink no more; 
c we weak Girls proteſ. hat then ? 5 
e awiſh to taſte, encore. | 
: D Enter 


N 
? 
1 
. 
[ 
1 


„ 


S 4 


* — 


16 The Count of ALEXANDER. 


Enter Ly$rMAacHus; who, as he runs 


Fo embrace PAR I SATIS, over-/ets the 
Tea-Table. 8 


Ly$1MACHUS. 


Dear PARISATIS ---— 5 


PARI SAT! . 


Lord! ſure, Ls! MACHUS, the Duce 
is in ye! 


You' ye broke my Set of N China. 


A I R. Melancholifime. 


My Baſon blue,  — 
My Tea-Pot too; 
Ab, me! how cod they fall 2 


My Cups are daſtid, 
My Saucers ſmaſtid, %s 
My Sugar-Diſb eke alſo. 


Enter 


＋ * 


Te Cour of ALEXANDER. 27 


2 = Euer Pogus. | 


TY 


Pokus. 


Who's this I ſee ? 


LY$SIMACHUS. 
Me! 
Ponus. | 
Thee! 
And what's Four Buſineſs, ha! Sir? 


Ls anus. 


What s that to you! 2 


What's here to do? 


LySIMACHUS- 


Im here, and here will ſtay, Sir, $5 
D 2 
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err 


Mal. 
Pray, Sir, King Pokus, d'you call this Carriage 
The Indian Way of Wooing before Marriage? 


] 


Poxus. 


What wou'd the Wench? ? Nothing to me your 
Prate is; f 


Il box LYSIMACHUS for PARIS ATIs. 


LYSIMACHUS. 
1 


Iicgony; if I get a proper Purchaſe, 
FIl coit to Earth your Charcoal Carcaſe. 


QUARTETTO. 


Pon. Sallow Grecian, I abhor you : 
 Lvs81M. Zunds, Sir, firip; I'm ready for you; 


Right and Left I'll give you purely: 
Main. Old Nick's in the Fellow, ſurely. 


Peet and rung 


ae, the Combatants. 
4 1 qo | 3 to do ? 


[Lys1MACHus, / 


The Cour of ALEXANDER. 8 


[LYSIMACHUS, attempting to firike Pokus, | 
hits ALEXANDER i the Face. 


ALEXANDER. 


Pokus, I wiſh yu had kept that Fellows 8 
. 
Ly$1MACHUS 10 almoſt knock d my Noſs off. 


| Trenne. 


Great ALEXANDER, humbly I beg Pardon. 


 * ALEXANDER, 


Sirrah, you're only fit for a Bear-Garden : 
You ſhall not haye. * Head your Strength to 


try on; 
Seize him: TIl make him ſet to with a Lyon. 


CLYTUS. 


May it pleaſe your Mirmydonſhip to forgive 

him; | 
CLrTus,.on both Kaees, begs you will reprieve 
Abt 


30 The Court of ALEXANDER. 
Ah! were you ſober; I moſt humbly think 


ALEXANDER. 
What ſays the Rebel? Is your King in Drink ? 
The Thought is Treaſon. I will have the Dog's- 
2 4) = 
Tl pierce the Traitor, as they tap a Hogſhead. 
[Les 4 Javelin, and ſtabs CIxrus. 


CLr ru 8. | 

So, Tm right ſery'd : Yes, 'tis s quite through 
my Lungs; 
Learn from my Fate, my Friends, to hold your 
_ Tongues. 


X 1 
T die, depart, 
Groan and ſtart; 
Quivering, 
Shiverng, 
S bing, 
Shaking, 
Qing, 
Auaking; 


* 1 K -- cw 


The Cour of ALEXANDER. 30 


Thus I 8 
* Below, below. 
Oh ! Oh! Oh! Ob! 


After CLyTUuS has _ Oy" zo | Death; 


ALEBSANDER, in RECITATIVE 
Arcompany a. 


| How col 1 thus to Death my Friend aflaft 2 
His Lights are loſt, and all his Pimples pale. 
Toſs me, ye Tempeſts! ſuffocate me, Vapours! 
Ve Furies, ſinge me pit your Brimftone Ta- 


pers! 
Iam mad! Sad and merry, Ls: and. 


— | 
On a Hand-gallop. Reaſon i is running Tantiry. 


Now I mount on the Back of Bucephalus © 


prancing, 
Or methinks---= — 8 
On the big-· belly d Billows Tm dancing. 


** 


1 
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* "The, Coun of ALEXANDER. | 
MAD SONG. 
They toſs me on high, 
Till I knock at the y; | 
Then down, down T go, D 
| To Antipodes below. 
. hat ewith Wine and Wenches coiling, 
Ile a Hot-Bath my Brain's boiling. 
Zounds ! what's the Matter? 
How my Teeth chatter ! 
"I'm to an Ice-Houſe turning ; > 
And now, 10w, now, nod, nord, 
I don't know why or how, 
In 2 Tike a Glaſs-Houſe Burris. 


* 


fo IRE © is carried off upon the 
Shoulders of his Guards, 2 


LYSIMACHUS. W 


Behold where yonder li igh t- heel d M ERC' IS 
Jumps; 
I know the Poſter by his feather'd . 


' The Count of ALE MT 33 
MEeRrcuRyY flies acroſs the Sage, all the 
. r j 


Msxcuxr. 


From his Empyrean Dome, Star-rob' d, fi uryey, 
Th Olympic Landlord of the Mz -n; 5 
In Eagle- Chariot mounted, he deſcends 

To pay a * to terreſtrial F 1 8 5 


Hage opens, and Tu UPITER defeends in bis 
Chariot. 


JuerTER. 


Tye brought | my Lightnings ; Madam, don't be 


frighted; 

As the Moon's down, I would not be be- 
5 nighted. | 
Our Bard-Hiftorian, Ho M 2 A, has made 4 
known 7 
In Days of Yore, we Deities came down Y 
To ſave a Soldier, or to ſack a Town: 1 
E Tes 
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1 Covar of ALEXAN DER. 


Poets rode Poſt on Pegaſas, t invite us; 

And here we poſt it, to reſtore old Ci v us. 
Cr vrus, thy Spirits Animal retreated, 

As if by Bite Tarantula, defeated : 

Sons of the String, with Symphonies awake 

Ard let your inſtrumental Uproar ſhake him. 


Y A Craſ, or Claſh, of all the Orchetra. _ 


Txars. 
. SONG. 
Mn on Air a Tune flats, 
* Through muſical Throats, 
* Notes how wwe . ditribute 5 

| 'em ? 

'Tall Alto non Troppo, 
W: Jniſb Da Capo, | 
And run 4 Diuilon ad Wan 


Currys 
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CLYTUS reviving. 


r 


Ha! ! why * what? how ? 
] bere am I now? 
 Methought, 
I was brought, = 
I don't know where, _ ""_ 
Nor do I care; 


1 am here, uit bunt Doubt; . 
S let us drink about. © 


1 0 ' & 4 8 * — 
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Tas. 
Your FLY was loſt, mdr ov E came to 
reſtore it. | | 


\ CLrTvus. HE. ba? 5; 


Did he > Why then 1 e thank him for 


it. 


T's: Pokus. 
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Ruler of Atmoſpheres, if Poxus' Fate is 
T' enjoy the illuſtrious Princeſs Paris a= 
118— 


LrsIuAchus. 


You have her! Ink-Face? — — 


cxrrus. 


Couſin, hold your "IF g 


Jov is your Judge, and what he Wills is 
Fate. 


Jorrrzx. L enn 


Then thus it is decreed by 1 Ammon, 
You Rivals play a Rubber at Backgammon. 
Let him who Wins her, make no Noiſe about 
2 + + x2 4 
Let him who's Gammon a, ilent go without 
her. 
CLYTUS. 
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cirrus. 


It ſhall W Treimachus and W 
Will both obeys „ and play * r e 
1 


s O0 NG 


I fee, I ſee them Marin 5 24 
Elbows ſhaking, Nice r rain; 1 * 
ww 88 5 2 = * 
r A 
Abe 0 
ae, 3 
© What | | 
Battering at Fo 
What * 
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Ma. 


eig 2 
'Till Fortune determine the Fray. 


Juerrss. , 
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Joy: TER, 


On Labour fitter 3 now; 8s frtingy 7", 
As Ee Council will be fitting, m, 


we muſt return, with equal State and Fran: 
Tou play d us down ſo play us up again. 
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GRAND CHORUS. 
Nen e 
N P 
FTara, tantara, tan ti: . 
"MW  * Awveedle dumm, 
Sf  Deedle aum 
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